Po'gmtl 

Movm us / we are eqmll every whir 

Of land that God gives men, here is theirwir, 

Jr we confider fully for our beft, 

And araveft man will with his maine houfe jeft 
Scarce pleafe you l we want fubtifty to doe 
T he Cittie trickes, lie, hate, aud flatter too : 

Here are none that can beare a painted fhow, 

Stnlre when you winke, and then lament the blow. 
Who like Mills Cct the right way togrinde. 

Can make there gaines alike with every winde : 

Onely Tome fellow with the fubtil’ft pate, 

Aroong’ft us may perchance equivocate. 

At felling of a horfe,and that* the moft, 

M e thinkes the little wit I had is loft 
Since I faw you, for wit jshke a reft, 

Hdd up at Tinnis, which men doe the beft 
With the beft Gamefters, what things have wee fcene. 
Done at the Meeremaid, here words that have bcene 
So nimble, and Co full of Tuttle flame, 

A s if that every one from whence they came, 

Had ment to put his whole wit in a jeft, 

And had refol/d to live a foole the reft 

Of his dull life, then when there hasbecne throwne, 

Wit able enongh to juftifie ti e Towne, 

For three daves paft, wit that might warrant be , 

For the whole Cirie to taike foolilhlie. 

Till that were candTd, and when we were gone* 

We left an Aire bchinde us which alone. 

Was able to make the three next companies, 

Iv^ht witty, t 1 bugh downc right Cocknies; 

When I confider this, and fee that row, 

I he C-Juntr) Gentlemen begin to allc;* 
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lily wit for dry bobs, then I needs muft cry* 

I fee my dayes of Ballating growes nigh, 
lean already riddle, and can ling 
Catches, fell bargaincs, and I feare {hall bring 
My ftlfe to fpeakc the hardeft words I findc. 

Over as oft as any with one winde 

That takes no medicines, but one thought of thee. 

Makes me remember all thefe things to be 
The wit of our young men, feUowes that (how. 

No part of good, yet utter all they know, 

Who like Trees and the Guard have growing foulest 
Onely ftrong deftiny which all controules, 

I hope hath left a bettei Fate in ftore. 

For me thy friend, then to live evermore 
Banifh’d unto this* home 'twill once againe, 

Bring me to thce,who will make fmooth and plaine 
The way of Knowledge for me, and then I, 

Who have no good in me. but fimplicityj 
Know that it will my greateft comfort be. 

To acknowledge all the reft to come from thee. 

F. B } 


Bis tJlfiftris Shade. 

QOme then> and like two Doves of (liver win°s>' 

~ et °ur foules fly to tlTfliadeSjwhere ever fprings. 

Sit (milinq on the bankes , where Balme and oy!e, 

Rofes and C aflia crowne the untili’d foile ; 

Where 


